a big, new book for 
MODEL BUILDERS 
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If you're on active model builder or if you're only starr- 
ing to work with balsa wood Ihen here is a book you'll 
keep for yearsl Packed with accurate plans and instruct 
tions for building over 25 different control-line and 
free-flight model airplanes, battery driven boats and 
scale automobiles, Handbook for MODEL BUILDERS also 
contains a complete list of all gas engines, tips on build- 
ing ond a special story on GETTING STARTED IN MODEL 
BUILDING! 



Just Look What This Book Contains! 

• Plans for 25 TESTED projects 

• Hundreds of photographs 

• Gas Model Airplane Plans 

• Model Boat Plans 

• Model Car Plans 

• plus many other models 




At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 
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NDERCOVER MAN 




THE two detectives waited at the end o£ 
the dark street. Around them a cordon of 
cops waited to spring the trap on Kane Mears, 
the counterfeiting king, who had been traced 
to the big warehouse on the corner. 

Detective Dick Grant, who was in charge, 
turned to Detective Harley Barrow. 

"It's Mears, all right," he whispered. "A man 
we got on the opposite roof spotted him with 
a telescope, talking to some guy in that lighted 
room." He pointed to the top floor of the 
warehouse. 

Barrow grunted dubiously. 
"Got him in the hollow of your hand, eh?" 
Grant smiled in a superior fashion. He 
knotted his fist. 

"Like that. Mears is a slippery egg. But 
we've whittled his gang down to nothing. All 
he's got left — according to what we can gather 
from undercover work — is a printer's devil 
and a hot cash salesman. Unlike you, Barrow, 
I've kept my ears to the ground and my eye on 
an expert counterfeiter just sprung from jail." 

"He contacted Mears all right," Barrow ad- 
mitted. 

"We knew he would. Mears is desperate for 
new engravers since we cleaned up his last 
depot of phony plates. AH we had to do was 
trail the counterfeiter — and here we are!" 

"I don't like it," Barrow said. "You've got 
everything down here but the precinct light 
bulbs. That's no way to grab a guy as slippery 
as Mears. He's liable to get away." 

Grant chuckled softly. 

"We've got the building surrounded. Mears 
needed an isolated place like this to meet that 
engraver. He'd never suspect we'd bother to 
trap him here." Grant looked back comfortably 
at the squad car, parked in shadows and in 
readiness. 

There was a rustle. Grant stirred and turned 
his eyes to the exit of the warehouse across 
the street. 

"He's got to come through that door. There's 
no other way out. And he is coming — the light's 
out in that room !" Grant pointed. 

Barrow saw the darkened window. He 
imagined the slick counterfeiter slipping down 
the stairs, down the corridors, approaching the 
door, unaware that at the end of it was capture 
and prison. 



Grant suddenly jumped as a small pebble, 
with a scrap of paper wrapped around it 
bounced off his hat. He bent, cursing, and 
picked it up, unfolding the paper. 

"Look, stupid," he read, in the uncertain 
light, "there's more ways than one of scram- 
ming oat of a building— like across a roof, for 
instance! Kane Mears." Grant threw the paper 
down and looked up. "That next building," 
he yelled, casting all caution to the breeze, 
"Mears is giving us the slip! Grab him!" 

"Wait a minute," Barrow said. It was use- 
less. Streams of cops were already leaving 
their posts, converging on the building next 
to the warehouse. 

"Come on," Grant urged Barrow, drawing 
his gun. "And keep quiet. This is my show!" 

Barrow shrugged. He went for his own gun 
and hurried after the other detective. 

"Called me stupid, did he?" Grant growled. 
"I'll get that rat if it's the last thing I do!" 

It took Grant fully ten minutes to realize 
that the building next to the warehouse was 
empty. They hurried back to the warehouse 
exit. It swung open, mockingly. Mears was 
gone. 

"You wouldn't listen," Barrow said wearily. 
"I thought it was a trick. Instead, you . . ." 

"All right, all right," Grant raged. "Maybe 
you can do better." 

"I will," Barrow said, as they got into the 
squad car. "The way to trap a rat is to use the 
proper kind of bait!" 

At the station, Barrow spent the next few 
hours looking up records. Then he went 
into Grant's office. 

"I'll handle this as an undercover man," he 
said flatly. 

"Murderer or kidnapper?" Grant asked. He 
was still smarting from his failure to trap 
Mears. 

"Counterfeiter." Barrow smiled. He dropped 
a paper on Grant's desk. "I'll need a couple of 
days!" 

Grant growled. "If you want to waste your 
time, go ahead. But if you're trying to make 
Mears believe you're a real hot money man, Bave 
yourself the trouble. He'll want samples. Mears 
is the cleverest counterfeiter in the business." 

"I'll do it," Barrows promised. "AH I need is 
a lead to Mears. And your own undercover 
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boys can do that. From here on in, I'm Curly 
Synge, counterfeiter just sprung from the 
big house." 

Grant picked up the phone to give the 
necessary orders. 

"Your funeral, Mr. Synge," he said sar- 
castically. 

After a quick change of clothes from hia 
conservative blue serge to a sport stripe, 
Barrow was ready. The lead Grant had prom- 
ised him also was ready. It was a dive on the 
waterfront where underworld characters hung 
out. Some of them had, at one time or another, 
either known Mears or had connections with 
him. 

Synge came in about nine o'clock, and went 
up to the bar. The bartender put a drink in 
front of him. Synge left it lying there. 

"Haven't seen you around before," the bar- 
tender said levelly. 

"Just got out," Synge observed genially. 
"Back from a little vacation," he said signifi- 
cantly. "Had to get out of town because of 
writer's cramp." Synge didn't bother lowering 
his voice. He knew that at least one pair of 
ears in the place was bent his way. 

Behind him a man came up to the bar, 
bought a drink. 

"Tough for a man out of a job," the other 
said quietly. 

"I'm always interested in some good, clean 
work," Synge said, introducing himself. The 
other's name was Clarke. 

They went outside to Clarke's car which 
was parked unobtrusively around the corner. 
Clarke headed uptown toward the residential 
districts. He questioned Synge on his past 
career. Synge claimed to be one of the finest 
engravers in the business. 

"Want to work for Mears?" Clarke asked. 
"I hear he wants only the best," Synge said. 
"I'm the best." 

Clarke looked up at him curiously, drove into 
a quiet side street and parked the car. Up the 
drive was a small house. 

"If you're the best," Clarke said suspiciously, 
"how come you did a stretch up the river?" 
They started up the path. 

"A stoolie got me," Synge said. "But not 
my samples. I had them stashed away." He 
peeled a twenty-dollar bill out of his wallet, 
showed it to the other under the porch light. 
Clarke whistled, examining it carefully, ex- 
pertly. 

"You'll do," he said, with satisfaction. "I've 
handled lots of stuff in my time, but nothing 
as good, as this." 

Inside, he led the way downstairs, knocked 



at the door that let him into the cellar. A wie* 
told him tojcome in. 

The cellar room was brightly lit. At* 
sat Mears. Synge recognized him from hia~ 
Rogues Gallery picture. In back o£ him was 
a counterfeiting press and an engraving table. 
The engraver Mears had picked up at* the 
warehouse got up. 

"It's all right," Mears said. "Clarke wouldn t 
bring any deadheads." 

Clarke introduced Synge. 
"Just sprung, eh?" Mears asked. "I never 
heard of you." 

"I used to work alone." Synge said. "I was 
so good I was never caught, until somebody 
ratted on me." 

The counterfeiting king smiled. 
"Got any samples, or will you have to en- 
grave a few?" he asked. 

Synge produced his wallet, handed over a 
twenty-dollar bill. 

"Collins," Mears called. "Come over here." 
The engraver looked at Synge's bill and 
nodded gravely. 
"Best I ever saw. Almost perfect." 
"It is perfect," Mears said, looking at it. 
"You're hired, Synge." 

Mears face fell. Synge had backed away. The 
gun he'd drawn pointed at the cellar door. 

"Let's all go upstairs," Synge said pleas- 
antly. "I've got a date to phone my precinct. As 
I remember, there's a phone in the hall." 

Grant and two squad carB arrived twenty 
minutes later. Bracelets were snapped on the 
snarling, raging Mears, Clarke, and Collins, 
the engraver. 
"How did you do it?" Grant asked. 

»4 W TOLD YOU the problem was just using 
ML the right bait," Barrow said. Mears 
stared. 

"Clarke picked me up when he heard me 
hint I was a counterfeiter just sprung from the 
big house," Barrow continued. "He knew Mears 
needed an expert man — someone better than 
Collins." 

"But you had to convince Clarke. Collins 
and Mears with your own samples. And the 
samples had to be perfect, almost the real 
thing!" Grant observed. 

Barrow smiled. He took his wallet, extracted 
a twenty-dollar bill. Mears, standing nearby, 
went white. 

"My samples were plenty good," Barrow 
said. "In fact they came right out of Uncle 
Sam's printing plant in Washington. I used a 
real bill!" 

THE END 
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